" Please cool it," she said. Fkilei pressed her arm intc
the damp, mossy ground and moved closer to her.
" Please, this wants cooling, too/' he whispered.
She looked at his mouth with a wondering earnestness.
Then she took his head between her hands and pulled
him towards her. A gentle peace flowed through him
with her kiss. Quietly he ky down in her arms and
breathed deeply and evenly.
" How blue it is/* Helene whispered kter on. She had
been gazing up with wide-open eyes at the wheeling
summer sky, which seemed to rest on the tree-tops.
Firilei, lying with his lips against her beating heart,
whispered:
" When will it redden ? "
But he got no answer.
He slept, and when he woke up the afternoon was pass-
ing and the sun shining aslant through the sparse young
foliage. Helene was sitting up and looking fixedly in
one direction with an attentive smile.
" What is it, darling ? **
" Ssh I Look at that beetle. Fve been watching him
for a long time/* she whispered, with her finger on her
lips. Rainer sat up, brushed the grass and moss from his
shirt and watched.
She was right. There was the beetle, a fat, robust,
male beetle of a silvery blue metallic colour, and between
his hind legs he was dragging his little ball of dirt, with
which he manoeuvred, now this way, now that.
" He is a hero/* whispered Helene, amusedly. ** He
has hrd the most unimaginable adventures with his balL
He has lost it, he has faSen down precipices, he has had
to climb over a mountain, he has had to ford a river of
rainwatei—but he has never left his ball behind. That is
his treasure. He simply must get home with it. He is act
incredibly obstinate fellow, that scarab/*
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